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An Easter Tidbit
BY MINKKVA SPENCER H.VXHY.

Raster tirrc was at hand, and the very
all bristled w tn murmurs of chiffon,
¦w . aths of daisies and rosottes of ribbons.
The girls at school talked murp about these
things than they di(i ab >ut long division,
and even ti e girls in Sund ay school whis¬
pered to en -h other. "This is the last Sun¬
day I shall wear this old felt hat." Per¬
haps they expected tiie bunnnies to bring
new hats, for every child, rich and poor.
m mt'd to exp<.*t to find one in iter bed
room in time for Raster Sunday.
Elsie Cirey was not different from the

r> t; her mother had promised her that
si .. sl -iild have a new hat for Easter.

- e should be some delay at the
1h.-i ii'¦ the i rviiv new hat was safe¬
ly d'-Iivere l h: K-ie s I. .use a week before
it was ne.'dud.

I: was tie prettiest hat Elsie had ever
owned. When it was lirt.-d out of its tis¬
sue pap wrapping* Elsie danced up and
uown .mil t metted all around her moth-
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er's room admiring it. And no wonder, for
it was dainty enough to please a fastidious
little prim-ess. The big, flaring brim was
faced with soft pink ehilTon shirred in
th< tiniest of rows, and around the crown
w.re masses of pink and blue ribbons,

as 1 into rosettes that looked more like
1 s pet.i's than anything else. This was
i -w tiie hat looked the Sunday before
li.ister; remember this picture, for it will be
] essary to compare it with another (less
pleasing) exactly a week later. If only
K;>ie liad lw?en as careful as she was vain.
Here never would have been any cause to
write this story, but she was not.
"Oh, mother dear. it's a beauty. Tne

prettiest hat 1 ever had. Such a treat after
that heavy heaver I've been wearing all
winter. Can't I run over to Nanna's and
show It to her?" pleaded Elsie. Najina was
I-.i.-b s grandmother, and also a second
rr."tiler to her. Kortunately for Elsie she
lived around the corner, and for her grand¬
child was fr end us well as chum. As soon
as Elsie received anything new she would
dash at full speed down the stairs and
an,und to Nanna's. that she might enjoy
the pleasure with her.
Of course the new hat hadn't received

half enough admiration until Nanna had
added her share Mother gave her consent,
but warned Elsie to be very careful not to
111.Id the hat with iter hands and under no
cot sldoration to take it off until she sot
ha- k. She also reminded her that it was
but fifteen minutes until dinner time.

Yes. yes. I ll remember all these things,
said the ex.:iled little gill "I'll be back in
tei: minutes, and I wouldn't touch this
biauty with my hands for the world, for
you know, mother, my hands are always
sticky, whether I eat candy or not."
"Your nutural sw-etness oozing out." said

mother, "but run along or Nanna will have
to wait until after school tomorrow."

(>ff Hew Elsie, looking unite like a pic¬
ture, It the opinion of her mother is to be
believed. Her eager little face all gladness,
her eyes Hashing and her cheeks Hushing
l*en. Lth the soft pink brim of her tine
E i-iter bonnet.
So far all,was well. Nanna admired the

hat
t' 11

for

lithe iastlcally and Elsie sat down to
her tie n< ws of her school day how
had missed in spelling, been kept in
whisp. ring, and how Jane; l>ee had h

hei to an Ea.uer egg rolling the foi-
*owing Saturday. Nanna did so enjoy these
coriiidenues S would have liked to keepElsie an hour, but the bit; '"lo in the hall
warningly chimed out six. Elsie for the
I.is: tim.- remembered dinner. She hail
overstayed her time, and hurriedly kissing
.Nanna good-bye. she started home. In-
ot id of going around the block and enter¬
ing her house by the front door, she took a
short cut. Tins cut proved to be "the un-
kmdi st t ut of all." it led across the alley
which sejiaratcd the two residence stryets,
and by going through the slab]* on the rear
ot Elsie's lot one readied the laundry and
t e tie- house. In the stable lived Billy
Br. ton. t. goat. Elsie found him busily
e.ig ,<ed cle wing his hay. but seeing her
in hi in; a polite goat, he turned to give
i mis'res- what he considered a hos-
). table grwlioc, Now. Billy was not as

g> :.!ii ,.s a lamb. He was rough and given
:t .g. ik others of his kind. The

affectionate butt he then and there gave to
his mistress knocked her gorgeous new
hat over her eyes and pushed her up
against the stable wall. To s-ive her hat
from an even worse fate, Elsie seized It
with her hands and quick as a wink tiie
hat was oft. She then j-inced it carefully
( lis true) on a newspaper that lay upon a
shelf over Billy's stall. Just then Snussle,
th« Angora kitty, pounced into the stable
and Elsie had to stop and have a little
romp with her. In the midst of this the
dinner gong sounded, and in order to more
quickly reach the dining room Elsie ran up
the steps which led to the laundry, and by
a still shorter cut over the covered passage¬
way reached the dining room just as the
soup was being served.
Mother, seeing the little girl come down

stairs, concluded, of course, that she had
been upstairs to put her precious hat away
in the wardrobe. After asking how Nanna
liked it the conversation drifted on to some¬
thing else, and nothing further was said.
When Elsie remembered where that hat

reposed at this moment she felt a sinking
of her heart. She comforted herself, how¬
ever. with the thought that the newspaper
was clean, and that it was way out of
Billy's'reach. She determined to rush out
to the stable the minute dinner was over
and rescue her new possession from any
possible danger. Wouldn't it be lovely if

on!»"f .-lnP Wfre as easy as making upone s mind to do them?
^.ier«di^ne.r pa,,a saiJ he Play a

'° checkers; then came th° half hour'sp.actice .or the music lesson on the mor¬
row. and alter that Elsie's eyes were so

almost staggered to bed.
\\ Idle we sleep many things work. Goats

are among the latter class, and Billy But¬
ton was no exception to the rule. After dln-

,wafs ""'r "nd Patrick had locked thefo1 'he mght a sickening loneliness
had^wri 1 ?: "" felt a* lf «» '>is friendshad deserted him, while his appetite gaveI'1."1 ,no 7"' °f concern. He did not feel sat¬isfied with the dinner Patrick had given
oMhp nH

' aS 'f he vvanted something outof the ordinary to tempt his palate.a
sponge, perhaps, a bottle of ink a box ofpaints. What was that above his head'A newspaper. Billy just doted on news-papej. He would chew the comic section
or a Sunday newspaper with as much satis-taction as you would molasses taffyIn less time than ^ takes to tell "it Billy.tood on ills hind legs and managed In a
way known to inmself to pull the crack¬ling paper down With the paper camesomething else, which from Its looks sug¬gested possibilities of. being enough outof the ordinary to "till the bill." Hillydropped the paper as you do bread when
chocolate cake appears on the scene He
plunged into the midst of pink chifTonand satin ro«ettes with a relish unmis¬takable. Long and thoroughly nibbled
chewed and swallowed Billy, until Elsie'shat looked.well, no words can do justice
as to how Elsie's hat did look when
BUIJ s appetite was sufficiently satisfied
Easter morning dawned bright andClear. Not one thought of Billy, or whatmight have been, entered Elsie's frivolouslittle head until her mother, upon going-to the bandbox, exclaimed, "Elsie whe-e

lb your hat?"
1 he word hat recalled memories to El¬

sie. Visions not as pleasant as they mighthave been, visions of her gorgeous new
hat swam before her eyes. Not explain¬
ing the reason, she flew down the stairs
through the laundry and Into Billy's sta¬
ble. expecting to find her treasure a* lit¬
tle dusty. perhaps, but still In good con¬
dition. Billy looked innocent as his anx¬
ious mistress searched around his stall
and even when she uttered a heartrend¬
ing shriek stood unconcernedly In his
place. Poor Elsie! Her worst enemy
would have felt sorry for her as from
one corner she unearthed the remains of
her glorious Kaster hat. It was a shape¬
less, damp, colorless, pulpy mass, but
hideous as It was. Elsie took it in her
arms and flew to mother for comfort.When it came to comforting, mother
was usually equal to the occasion. As she
saw the remains of the hat. however, and
heard the tragic story of Elsie's careless¬
ness. even she had to admit that helping
matters was beyond lier.
Elsie went to church wearing lier de¬

spised old I leaver. Buttercups and daisies
nodded gaily at her from the heads of her
little friends, but no answering greeting
smiled from beneath the beaver that
flopped above Elsie's penitent face. The
worst part of the whole affair was that
Elsie had no one to blame but herself.
She wisely decided to take the punish-
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BY RACHEL F. SHABPLKSS.

Ho, ho! How very funny
To see a little bunny
*

In the middle of a banket full of eggs.

Whew! I guess there was a racket
When '.hey made him wear a Jacket

Anti .t j>atr of kiilokerl>ocker» on his leg*.

But there's something worse than that.

Above hU blue cravut

They t«x»k hi* t»auoy little head clean off,
Filled hint up with candy. then

Neatly screwed It on again.
Now the bunny la afraid to sneeze or cough.

merit without a murmur, which she did.
Mother decided if Elsie's hats had to
serve two purposes, as coverings f°r her
daughter's head and food for Billy, plain
straw sailors were plenty good enough.
Such a hat Elsie wore, uncomplainingly,
even when spring had merged into sum¬
mer.

AT THE BIG HOUSE
The Story of a Oiant.

(Copyright, 1904, by the Bubba-MerriU Co.)
There was silence for a while In the

little cabin, after the story of Canadl. dur¬
ing which Aunt'Phrony sat gazing thought¬
fully Into the Are, having raked the em¬
bers together under the hickory log and
blown them into fiame. At last she said,
giving vent to her thoughts of the past few
minutes: "I reckon ef we cu'd jes' know all
d>; curison:e things an' people an' creeturs
whar bin on dls yearf an' ijult hit fer good,
we'd be dat stonish' we ain' kin b'lleve ow'
own senses. I yearn tell 'bout de giants
and de '11 1 people' whar useter be, ao't J
know folks wan't alluz de way dey Is now,
an' my daddy's people dey tells lots er
tales 'bout creeturs whar useter live In de
ol' days an' now Is clean pe'lsh often de
face er de yearf. Seem lak ef all dem
folks an' uem creeturs cu'd come back,
dey oon know hit fer de same place, an'
dey'd be dat illsapp'lnted an' home-hor.gry
de hull posse-cum-tat 'ud jes' lay down
ag'in an' go back ter bones an' dus". :I
done year so much 'bout 'em dat I kaln't
git 'em outen my bald, an' seem lak I
kain't git my own cornsent to leave dis
worl' widout knowin' jes' who an' w'at bin
yer befo' I earned. I mought ez well
quit studyln' 'bout hit, dough, fer dar ain'
no mo' chanct er knowin' dat dan dar is er
knowin' who an' w'at gwine come atter
I'se gone."
"Did they really have people and animals

then that we don't have now?" said Ned.
The old woman answered with an em¬

phatic nod that said more than words, and
intimated that she knew far more on the
subject than she was ever likely to tell.
"Please tell us about some of the old-time

people,' the boy urged, while the other two
crowded close to her knees and looked up
into her face with the interest they did not
put into language.
"Le's see," she said thoughtfully; "I

b'lleve I 'member one "bout a giant. How
does y'all think dat 'ud suit yo' notion?"
Of course the children declared that a

giant would be the very thing, so Aunt
'Phrony proceeded: "You know de Bible
ses, 'Dar wuz giants In dem days,' so 'tain'
no use fer no pusson ter say he don' b'lleve
in giants; 'kase ef de Bible sez dar wuz
giants, den dar wuz giants. 'Tain' say w'at
days, but co'sc hit mus' a bin dc same days
whar de Injuns knowed 'bout. But 'pears
lak befo' all de giants wuz gone dar wuz
some folks dat wuz small, lak we-all; so
dat de worl' wuz kind er mix up, some big,
some li'l. In dem days de folks built der
houses raise' up th'ee er fo' feet fum de
groun' on blocks of wood. Dar wuz a man
an' his wife had one'r dem houses, an' dey
had a daughter whar wuz a mighty likely,
pooty gal.

j"Well, suh. w'at do dat mis able gai do
but teck hit Inter haid ter ma'y a giant.
De ol' folks dey 'suade an' dey 'suade 'er,
but 'tain' no use; fer w'en a gal onct gits
got on de wrong man, de on'ies kyore is ter
let her ma-y him an' fin' out her mistake,
w'icht some time she do an' sometime she
don', but w'lchuver 'tis, she ain'
gwine let on. Dat's de great bizness
in life wld lots er wlmmins.not
ter , let on. Ef dey did, my gracious,
w'at sort er worl' 'ud dish yer be! No liv-
in' in hit ef de wlmmins onct turnt der
tongues aloose 'bout der men folks. De
on'ies -comfu't in de marter Is dat nuttin'
kin hoi' 'em back fum turnln' 'em aloasa

L .light at de mens w'en no else roun' f1;'
year 'em. Tongue? wag all de harder 'ka>o
tiey bin hilt back de res' er de time." So
Aunt 'Phrony, the victim of an unhappy
marriage, rambled on to herself rather
than to the children, whose presence she
had almost forgotten in her moralizings on
matrimony, in which she was prone to in¬
dulge whenever the subject came up.
She brought herself back to her story

with a jerk, saying: "Well, dat gal she
done ma'y de giant, an' ef she wuz saw >
fer hit she ain' let on to her daddy an'
1 er mammy. Dey live near her in ona r
dem cur'ous li'l houses set up on blocks,
an' ev'y day she corrie ter see 'em an' pass
de time er day wid 'em an' ax 'em how dey
did, but dey nuver sot eyes on de giant
any mo'n ef he wan't in de lan' er de living
Dey think dat sort er cur'ous, but dey ain'
dast ter say nuttin' ter de gal, 'kase she
done hoi' her haid high an' look sort er
fierce 'bout de eyes w'enuver day try ter
bring de talk roun' to'des him.
"Ev'y mawnin' w'eu dey come outside c-e

do', dar wuz a dald deer a-layin' on de
groun', er mebbe hit 'ud be a daid tukkey
all raidy fer cookin'. Dey 'mence ter think
dish yer wuz a son-in-law wuf havin' atter
all, but still dey wunner an' dey wunner
dat dey ain' see him, an' dey sez ter one
nu'rr- "Wa'at time you reckon dat man

git up ter go huntin'? 'Kase nemmine how
early we git up we nuver kin ketch 'im.'
" Vll de sam-e, dey et up de deers an' de

tukkies, an' den dey sot down an' dey stud¬
ied an' dey studied 'bout der cur'ous big
son-in-law 'twel seem lak dey kaln't git him
outen her haids fer a minnit.
"W'en dey got outer wood de giant he'd

fin' out 'bout hit, an' fus' news dey knowed
lit-'d drag home a big tree fum de woods,
roots an' all. jes' ez easy ez ef 'twan't nut¬
tin' but a stick er wood, an' leave hit whar
dey kin git hit. Yit dey nuver year no
noise ner ketch him doin' de draggin'; so

dep kep' on wunnerln' an' wunnerin' an'
studyln' an' studyin", but dep kep' on, all
de same, burnin' de wood he bringed 'em.
Sometimes dey sez, 'Well, he' ain't sech a
bad son-in-law. atter all;' an' yit ag'in de
ol' ooman she'd say: 'Jes' 'pears ter me I
kaln't stan 'dish yer no longer. Hit gin me
de creeps, 'deed hit do, ter know dat man
wliar so tall he hatter double up ter git
in thu de do', an' so strong he kin drag an'
pull trees, roots an 'all, is a-dustin' roun'
ow 'house in de night, an' hether an 'yon
thu de woods, fetchln' an' kyar'yln", an' we
nuver seein' 'im any mo'n ef he wuz a sper-
rit. I don' kyare w'at come ner w'at go.
jes' so I kin see hit, but w'en things git
ter spookin 'roun' in de dark, den I'se done
fer."
"De ol' man he say, sezee, 'Same way wid

me, ol' ooman, but long'z he ain't did no
harm yit an' done save me a lot er elber-
grease, I'se gwine keep my mouf sliet a
w'iie longer an' see w'at happen.'
"Things went on dat-a-way an' went on

dat-a-way, de giant fetchln' de deers an' de
tukkies an' de firewood, de ol' folks eatin'
de game an' burnin' de wood an' wunnerin'
an' wunnerin' an 'studyin' an' studyin' 'bout
degiant. Ev'yday de gal come ter see 'em, an'
ev'y day befo' she come dey ses ter one
nu'rr dat dey gwine ax her 'bout de giant,an' ev'y day w'en she git dar dey ain' do
hit. I-as', de gal have a li'l chil' an' she
bring hit fer her daddy an' mammy ter
see, an' dey mek gre't 'miration over hit.
same'z de gran'daddles an' gran'mammies
alluz does, an' de gal she look mightyplease' an' proud, same'z de young mam¬
mies alluz does w'en dey's showln' oft der
babies.
"Atter de gal tucken de chll' home, de ol'

ooman sez ter de ol' man: 'Dat sho' la a
fine cWI', hit sho' is. but I wanter ax you
dis: is you year dat chll' let out de fus'
smidgin uv a squeal? is you now? Fer ef
you is. I ain"; not de ghos' uv a whimper,suh; not one. An' I have my 'pinion uv a
baby whar ain' cry. Don' talk ter mo
'bout good babies! Ef dey ain' cry, I
knows dey ain' human. Sump'n cur'ous
' bout dat baby, an' dat gal kin hug hit upall she wanster, but ez fer me, I'se 'feard
un hit, an' I ain' gwine tetch bit fer fear 1

git some kind cr spoil putt on mc; 'deed I
ainV
"De ol' man he say: "Well, you. know I

ain' much on totln' babies, nohow; nlluz
'pears ter me dey gwine drap ter pieces on

my han's, an' I let you know I ain' gwine
tetch dis un; seem lak I kaln't feel dat
hit's any a-kin er mine. Jes' lak you ses.
sump'n cur'ous 'bout dat chil,' an' I
reckon we bes' go slow 'twel we tin' out
w'at 'tis.'
"Dey kep' on gittin' skeerder an' skeerder

an" de gal she kep' on bringln' de chil' ter
see 'em eVy mawnin'. Dey had mighty on-

easy times tryin' ter be mannerly an' keep
oil de right side er de gal an' yit not tetch
de chil'. l*as' de gal see how 'twuz, an' she
got huffed in her feeiin's an' went home
an' tol' de giant dat her maw an' her paw
wuz 'feared er de baby. Den de giant lie
got hurted in his feeiin's. an' co'se his feei¬
in's wuz bigger'n her'n an' hurted him wus-
ser. an' he jes' rave an' he kyave. He say:
'Yer I bin fetchin' game an' wood fer yo'
daddy an" mammy an' pomperin' 'em up
'twel dey ain' have nuttin' ter do. an' den
dey ac' lak dis. Yer I wuz gwine roun' dat
house ev'y night an' cu'd jes' a knock hit
over wid my fis' same'z you smash a aig-
shell, er blow hit down wid my bref: jes'
one puff 'ud a sont hit over in a jiff. But I
ain' do nuttin' 't all 'coptin' ter he'p 'em,
an' yer dey hatter go an' git skeer'd er my
chil'. Dey is skeer'd er me, too; I know
dat; dat don' mek no diffens. but w'en hit
come ter gittin' skeery 'bout dat po' li'l
chil', I gwine gin 'em sump'n ter git skeery
'bout, sho' 'nutt; I gwine show 'em huc-
come."
"Den de gal she saw'y sho done tol' him

bout her daddy an' her mammy, an' she
"suade an' 'suade him ter let 'em off. 'twel
las' he promuss he let 'em 'lone, but he
say: 'I tell you p'in'-blank dat ef I lets
em off, I ain' gwine stay yer an' see 'em
turn up der noses at my chil'; dat I ain'.
I jes' gwine teck him an' putt out f'um
yer an go so fur off dat dey ain' nuver
gwine set eyes on him ag'in; you kin jes'
mek up yo' mln' ter dat.' Den he rave an'
he kyave some mo' an' skeert de gal mos'
outen her'wits. Her daddy an' her mammy
yearn de soun' an' ses ter one nu'rr dat
dar mus' be a thunderstorm gwine on up
in de mountains.
"De gal she baig an' she baig, an' she

say dat ef he teck de baby, she gwine go,
too. Giant ain' sayin" nuttin', jes' toss his
long liya'r an' stomp his gre't footses an'
g'iong 'bout his bizness.
"One day w'iles de gal wuz 'way, de giant

he tucken he baby an' putt out f'um dar
tight z he cu'd go. W'en de gnl got home
an found' de baby gone she knowed he
done tucken hit, and' 1 tell vou dar wuz
some tall cuttin'-up 'bout den. She tear
her hya'r an' cry an' scream an' go on
twel de nabers come a-runnin' an' her paw
an her maw stood dar lookln' on an' say-
in': "Uh-liuh! now you see dat! Ain't we
tol' you so w'en you wanter ma'y dat good-
fer-nuttin ghint? Mebbe, nex' time, vou
gwine pay some 'tention ter we-all.'
"Gal went on eryin' an' wrlngin' her

han s. an' las' she say she gwine git up an'
foller de giant an', fin' him ef she kin. So
she start off an' she go an' she go an' Rhe
go, follerin' de giant's tracks, fer dey wuz
so raonst'ous big dey muz mighti' easy ter
nn . She went thu de woods an' de fiel's
an' up de hills an' down de hills, an' de
wind in de pines kep' mo'nln', 'Gone! gone!'
an de water in de branches call out over
de stones, 'Gone! gone!' an' de bu'ds chirp,
'Gone! gone!' an' de squ'l up de tree drap
a nut down at her an' squeak oiit, 'Gone!
gone!' an' ev'thing keep hit up dat-a-way
'twel de ooman wuz plumb "stracted.
"Las', w'en she wuz clean beat out. wid

her footses sore an' her han's all scratch
up an' bleedin' f'um de devil's-shoe-string
w'ich some folks calls hit de bamboo-brier,
she see de giant's tracks on one side de
branch an' she looks 'cross an' see dat
'tain' come out on tu'rr side, an' so she
think he mus' be som'ers roun' dar. She
look up de branch, an' sho 'nuff, dar he
wuz. settin' on a rock in the midse er de
water wid de chil' in his arms. She ain'
say nuttin', jes' turn roun' an' steal thu de
woods 'twel she come out light across
f'um w'ar she done seed de giant settin'.
Bless gracious! he wan't dar, not him.
He knowed w'at she wuz up ter jes' ez
well ez ef some un done tol' 'im, so- he
tucken de chil' an' made one big step
thu de water, swish! an' sot down on
nu'rr rock fu'ther up. De gal she look up
an' see him; den she try de same trick
ag'in, stealin' up on him thu de woods,
but he jes' showed all de toofs in his haid
in a big grin an' shet 'em to wid a snap
an' tucken anu'rr big step thu de water
an' sot down on a gre't rock wid de wa¬
ter H-fussin' an' a-foamin' all roun' him
an' de baby. Dat mek her fair' wil' an'
she try ter fool 'im ag'in. But 'tain' so
easy ter fool a giant, an' he kep' on tollin'
her an' tollin' her up de stream 'twel she
wuz nigh mos' daid an' hatter gin up de
chase an' go back. All de way home she
kep' wringin' her han's an' cryin' 'Gone!
gone!' an' de wind an' de water an' de
bu'ds In de tree-tops dey all call back at
her 'Gone! gone!' lak dey felt mighty
saw'y fer her.
"De nabers dey say it sarve her right

fer not bein' sassified ter ma'y a man uv
her own people. 'Small man wan't good
'nuff fer 'er.' dey ses; 'hatter have big
man, huh? Reckon she ain' gwine have
sech big notions de nex' time.'
"Gal she useter go out inter de woods

ev'y now an' den ter see ef she kin see

any sign er de giant an' de baby, but
ev'y time she come back cryin' 'Gone!
gone!' an' de wind an' de water an' de
bu'ds arnser her back ev'y time, an' you
kin year 'em sayin' hit down ontwel dis
day ef you jes' stop an' stan' still an'
lissen a w'ile."

Insects That Love Heights.
"On peaks where even bird life ceases,"

said an Alpine traveler, "and the eternal
snow seems to have frightened all life away.
1 have always fouVid insects. No matter

how high I might climb in those awful sol¬
itudes, beetles and other bugs could be
seen. The beetles dwell under the rocks
and in holes in the earth. Their wings
are small or missing entirely, for the snow

circumscribes their wanderings and they
generally stay ^n one place all their lives.
Even on the ice fields, where there* is not a

single outcropping of rock, but everything
is white and frozen, there is a great six-
legged insect of cylindrical shape and coal
black in eoior. It seems to be as comfort¬
able in the snow as other insects are in a

flower garden."

The Jingle Land.
BY HARRIET NI TTY.

In the laud of Jingles.
Where everything must rhyme,

The dogs and cats, nnd children, to#
Must have u merry time.

The tienrs will never eat you up.
But hug you just for fun;

There's never any work to do,
But all the work is done.

The swallows and the humming birds
Just have a lovely time

In the land of Jingles.
Where everythiug must rhyme.

Poss. Sue- now

The Story of the Fox and
by c. l. drostk.

The hare was leaning against a fence
when he saw the fox approaching who
winked at him as if to say: Wait for tn«;
I want to see you!
But the hare shook his head and started

to run, for he was afraid of the fox and he
thought it was one of his tricks.
Then the fox called: "Heigho, Mr. Hare;

don t run away; I won't bite you! 1 want
to have a little talk with you."The hare stopped and looked around sus¬
piciously. "Are you in earnest?" he asked.
"Yes," said the fox. putting his right

fore-paw on his heart, "in dead earnest."
Whereupon the hare turned about and

they sat down together on a log."Do you see this new cap and this
satchel?" asked the fox.

"I do." said the hare, and he snifTed at
the satchel to find out if it was crocodile
or calf leather.
"And do you know why I have put them

on?" asked" the fox.
"I don't," replied the hare, who prided

himself on always speaking to the point.
"Then I'll tell you," said the fox. "i am

going to make a trip around the world on
iny bicycle and I would like you to go
with me."
The hare was very much surprised, for,

you know, a trip around the world on a bi¬
cycle takes rather a long time and is
therefore a serious matter. So he thought
some time, maybe five or ten minutes, and
then he said. "I'll run and ask my wife
and if she has no objections I'll go with
you."
"A11 right," cried the fox, slapping him

on the shoulder. "I shall wait for you
here."
Mr. Longear ran as fast as his four legs

would carry him and after a while he came
back on his bicycle. He had put on a soft
hat with a long feather and a satchel hung
from his shoulder.
"Hurrah!" cried tfce fox. "I see you are

going along."
"Yes," cried the hare, rubbing his paws,

"my wife said I was old enough to judge
for myself. So I just took my bicycle,
packed my satchel, put on my Sunday-go-
to-meeting hat, and here I am, ready to
start."
"Hurrah!" cried the fox again, and then

he fetched his bicycle and they started.
It was a warm day, and although they

traveled in the woods as much as possible,
both of them perspired very freely, and felt
sorry that they had not taken more hand¬
kerchiefs along. Their faces looked as if
they had just been bathing, and were now

waiting for mother with a towel.
In the afternoon they sat down under a

far-branching oak and rested awhile. They
drank from a spring which they found
nearby, and ate a lunch from their satchels.
The fox ate a piece of baked goose with a
sweet potato, and the hare ate some cab¬
bage and bacon, for he belonged to the P.
F. V.'s.
Then they rode on till the evening, but

when the sun had nearly disappeared the

hare became somewhat uneasy and asked
the fox: "How far is it to the place where
you said we would stay over night?"
"Oh." said the fox, "it isn't very far; fiva

or six miles, that's all."
The hare was satisfied, but when they had

ridden about six miles he asked again: 'Mr.
Bushy Tail, when shall we arrive at our

Quarters for tonight?"
"It won't take long." said the fox. "It

isn't more than four or five miles."
The hare shook his head, for he had

thought it was nearer than that, and he
was hungry and thirsty. After a while the
fox said. "Over yonder is the place where
we shall take supper."
"In those woods?" the hare asked.
"Yes," said the fox, "right in the middle

of them."
"It was now quite dark, and when they

entered the woods they could hardly see
their paws before their eyes. Every now
and then they butted their noses against
a tree, and at last they had to dismount
and lead their wheels.
"There it is." the fox cried suddenly,

pointing at a red lantern swinging in front
of a yawning cave.
"Well, I am glad," said the hare. "I was

a tired as a tired little boy. I guess I
shall sleep well tonight."
"So shall I," said the fox. as he rang

the bell.
Pretty soon they saw a light approaching

from way back in the cave, and when it
came nearer they saw that a great big
bear carried it. And, imagine, it was the
same big old bear who had frightened lit¬
tle Mary so.
"Good evening." said the fox and the

hare, and took off their hats.
"Good evening'," the bear replied. "Come

in and rest yourselves." And he trotted
back into the cavern, swinging his lantern
and rattling his bunch of keys, while the
hare and the fox followed him. At last they
came to a door, which the bear pushed
open, and when our friends entered they
saw that it was the kitchen and the dining
room of the family. Mother Bear was
standing at the stove, with a ladle in her
paw and an apron fastened around her big
neck. She shook paws with the fox and
the hare, after having wiped them.»the
paws, you know, not the fox and the hare.
on her apron. There were also four little
bears, not much bigger than cats, who hid
behind their mother, and only now and
then peeped out between her legs at the
strangers.
"Sit down, sit down," said the Father

Bear; and he sat down himself in a huge
arm-chair at the table.
The dinner, or supper, was very nice, and

the fox and the hare enjoyed it very much.
There was fried fish and oysters, broiled
goose and spinach, oak-leaf salad, and, of
course, plenty of honey and milk. After
supper the travelers went to bed. You see.
they had ridden on their bicycles all day
long, and were very tired.
The bear and his wife stayed up another

hour, the bear reading the paper, while his
wife banged away on the piano after hav-
ing put the little ones to bed.
In the middle of the night the fox and the

hare were awakened by a strange noise,
and when they had listened for a while the
hare said: "A strong wind must be blowing
outdoors."
"A fearful storm must be raging." the fox

said, and then they fell to sleep again.
And do you know what it was, my son?

It was not a strong wind or a fearful storm,
but the big bear, who was lying down¬
stairs on his bed. with his mouth wide open,
snoring like a sawmill. But the :"ox anl
the hare had never heard a big bear snore,
so they did not know it was he.
In the morning our friends had breakfas:,

and when they had paid their bill they
mounted their wheels, and away they went
like lightning.
They rode along merrily all the morning,

but Just when tliey wanted lo get off their
bicycles to take a drink of water and eat
some lunch they heard a noise, and very
soon they recognized that it was the bark¬
ing of dogs. "Mr. Longear," the fox said,
shaking his head, "I am afraid they are
after us."
"I am afraid they are," the hare replied

with a sigh. "I wish they had came a few
hours sooner, for the heat and the fast
riding have made me right tired."
"I am quite tired myseu," sa.. the fox,

"but we have to run for it anyhow. So
here goes."
And they worked the pedals so that it was

a pleasure to see them fly. But the dogs
which were chasing them were very swift
and pretty soon tl»e fox and the hare saw
that they were coming nearer. "Mr. Long-
ear," the fox cried, "we are lost! If we
stay together they will catch both of us,
therefore we had better separate. You go
along that little creek to the left, and I
shall keep straight on. They will either
follow me, then you an- saved, or they will
follow you. then I am saved. Good-bye. oid
fellow. Give my love to my wife If they
sliould catch me." .

"Good-bye. old man," the hare cried
back, "and if I should be kl Jed break it
to my wife gently."
"All right," shouted the fox, and he rede

A Simple f'nt-out.
Cut the outline of Topsie's rooker i arofully and fold on (lotted lines, posting A to

A and B to B. Then cut Topsie, doubling a ml pasting tin- tlgure together and turning
the flap C C flat and pasting to the portion marked C C In the roeker.

straight on, while the hare turned to the left,
riding along the creek. When he looked
back after a few minutes he saw that t lie
dogs were all following poor Mr. Bushytail
and were rapidly gaining on him Mr. Cot¬
tontail Longenr stopped on a hill where he
could see the chase, and the tears came

into his eyes when all at once he saw-

one of the dogs jump up at the bicycle,
bite the fox in the leg and pull him to the

ground. Then he saw the whole pack
jump on his friend and in a half minute
the poor fox was dead.
The hare cried bitterly when he saw

this, for the fox had been very kind to him
on their trip, and they had had a good time
together. He was very tired, but he was
¦still more afraid of the dogs, so he got on

his bicycle again and rode off as fast as he
could. The wind blew his hat off. but he
did not stop to pick it up. "I'd rather lose
my hat than my head," he said, and rode
oil.
It took him two days and two nights to

reach home, and when he at last arrived
he had a high fever and had to stay in bed
a whole week.
And he never again attempted to go

around the world on his bicycle.

Some Legends of Lilies,

The lily Is regarded as a saint among
flowers, and the reason lilies are so largely
used in the decoration of churches is not
only because they are the most perfect of
¦floral types, but because of their symbolic
meaning.
One beautiful old belief about the lily re¬

lates that the candidates for the Virgin
Mary's hand, after having sought the
Lord's blessing, each left his own staff in
the temple in the evening. The next morn¬
ing the dry rod of Joseph was found green
and blossomed with lily flowers.
Another pretty legend is that Mary on

her way to the temple plucked a lily, and
upon pressing it to her breast it became
white. "Lily of the Virgin," "Madonna
flower" and several other mystical names
were given to the lily and have reference
to this legend.
A German belief points to the Hartz

mountains as the birthplace of the white
lily. A beautiful girl named Alice was car¬
ried off by a wicked lord. Just as he
reached his castle the guardian spirit of
the place wrested the girl from his arms.
On the place touched by the feet of this
Innocent maid sprang the white 1 i 1 j-. This
story is believed by the peasants of the
Hartz mountains, and every year hundreds
of them make a pilgrimage to the castle
to behold the dazzling beauty of tin- flower
that flourishes there.
Another German legend runs this way and

relates to the "red" lily: Once the Garden
of Gethsemane was full of flowers of all
kinds, and among them none so lovely as
the splendid lily, with her clustering bells
proudly upright. It was evening, and the
Lord came to walk in His garden. As He
passed along, each flower bowed before
Him, but when He came to the lily her
haughty head remained erect, defiant in her
conscious beauty. The Lord paused and
looked at her for a second. She braved )the mild eye of reproof, then slowly bent |her head, while blushes swept over her,
Still the Lord's gaze rested on her; lower
sank her head, deeper burned her crimson,
then tear after tear welled up in her lily
cups. At this the Lord passed on. When
morning came all the flowers lifted theii
heads.all but the lily, that once was white
Queen among them. Her head remained
bowed in shame. To this day she blushes
over her sin of vanity and the clear crystal
tears of repentance still sway in the cups
of the flower that refused to bend before
the Lord.
Another legend connected with the lily is I

supposed to be a thousand years old. and

YUWANDA
«T GCLETT BUFtirs;

*m«iWT s, r.c r«*o«|.

Yowanda had the Kind of Loolu
You Read About in Fairy Books!
She was as Sweet as she was Fair,
So she was Welcome, Everywhere.
And Therefore, Everywhere she AVent.
Nor Stopped to Ask her Ma's Consent!

{This Coop is called Yuwaxpa becansc the raw ilia)
mt vandal off to phot without asking permission)

! is as follows: Once there IIveil In China two
brothers. The oldest Inherited the 1.truer

| share- of the family wealth. but seized th*
best part also of his brother's, leaving him

' only a few acres of rough, pebbly *otl, upon

I which nothing would prow, except at <>n«
end. where a marsh bore rank rushes.
Poverty and hunger drove tho younger

brother to despair, and he threw himself on
his rough sell and bemoaned his fate. Sud¬
denly h'> heard l is name called, and looking
around, saw a beautiful falrv, who hade
liirn t ise, and said: "Thv patience has lieeii
seen by the gods, ami a reward Is In storo
for thee. I o. where tlij head has rested
thou shalt find it beneath the soil. To
reach it is no easy task, i.ul rest not thou
until that has been found which will bring
tiiee fame and make thee honored for i
thousand generations." The fairy vanished,
the rocky ground and marsh were still there,
but hope lived in the young man's heart.
For long days he dug. and at ist found tha
promised treasure.a lily bull). With faith
in the fairy's promise !'.<¦ took It up. planted
it and nourished It. till there grow from It
a flower, fairer and sweeter than any he
had ever seen Men came to buy the tlow-
er and riches poured in upon him. Other
bulbs sprang from its root. Ills n;rme and
his flower became famous. Thousands cam-)
to him to buy this flower, which has ever
since born the name of Shuey Seen Fall,
the flower of th<- water fairy, and which la
now. after a thousand years, considered by
all Chini se the emblem of a happy new
year.

Some Foreign Easter Customs.
On Faster Russian children receive pres¬

ents as our children do on Christmas. On
Faster Monday people go about kissing
relatives, friends and acquaintances and
exchanging eggs. These aro sometimes
very beautiful ones of glass and porcelain,
and are filled with sugar plums and pres¬
ents.
In Spain people gather In the streets at

Faster time, shooting st stuffed figures of
Judas Iscariot.
In Ireland children play a game called

"bunching eggs." This is played with a
pan filled with sand or sawdust, which is
set on a table around which the children
Stand, each supplied with eggs. The eggs
of each player are all of one color and ara
unlike those of the other players. The ob¬
ject of the game is for each player to so

j.lace the eggs standing upright in the sand
as to bring five in a row touching each
other. In turn each player pulls down an
egg. sometimes filling out a row for her¬
self. at others cutting off the line of an
opponent. The one who first succeeds in
obtaining the desired row calls out:

"The raven, chough and crow
I.le lire in n row."

If You Were a Puppy.
BY HAKHIET NI TTY

I know a little puppy dug.
Fltz Jingo Is his name;

From da'.vn till dark
That dog will bark.
On Sundays Just tho same.

But when you think of pnppv d jgs
It's all that tliey can do.

And 1 aver
Thai if you wore
A doc you'd how-wow. too.

1. A consonant in "sugar." 2 Evil. 3. A very
food person. 4. A sport. a trouble. 6. A con¬

junction. 7. A consonant in "sugar.'*
JCMBI.ED ANIMALS.

Out of the letteis given make at least four ani¬
mals. The same letter may be used-wore than
once: o 1 T K It G 1 A 1* BN IJSl' if.

WORI) SQUARES.
A.1. Fixed. 2. Period, 3. A shade of brown.
B.1. At the present time. 2. A po*m. 3. Damp.

BEHEADINGS.
1. My whole is an article of furniture; behead

nit* and I am powerful.
2. My whole is nor fresh; i^head fn? and I am a

story; behead me again and I am a' beverage.
3. My whole is to look at fixedly; behead me and

I am a weed; behead me aguin ;iud I am part of a

verb.
4. My whole means dismal; behead me and I

mean last; behead tne agatu and I am part of the
head.

WORD PUZZLE.
Fill the blanks with words thj.t sound alike but

are spelled differently.
1. Did you that the girls were ?
2. 1 that the animal was a

3. They thought best to him while out
in his

4. Iter lof-t the baby ed.

DOUBLE ADDITIONS.
Change 11»«* w_»rds described below by prefixing

and allixing the .san e letter.
1. Cham,'" iK'isom.l pronoun to ;i vehicle.
2. Change having power to a f»ook of blank paper*
3. Change in like manner to leisure.
4. Change to l steu to tish.

INITIAL CHANCES.
1. N.nil. 2 P-ttll. 3. S- ail. 4. T-all. %

W.ail. t>. U.ail.

DIAMONDS.
A.1. R B 1. F

2. B O A 2. MAT
3. It O A S T 3. F A I R Y
4. A S K 4 TRY
0. T 5. Y

RHYMING ENIGMA.
Easter.

BEHEADINGS.
1. B.owl. 2. M.aster. 3. G.litter. 4. H.a

WORD SQUARES.
A.1. TROT B.1. DRAM

2. R A V E 2. R O S E
3. OVER 3. ASKS
4. T E It M 4. M E « 8

DOUBLE ACROSTIC.
1. WanT
2. AJaR
3. TonE
4. ErI E
5. RatS

WATER TREES.


